The Safety Catch

"But what about the meeting," began John.

" 'Mother day," replied Mr. Wire. "Better hold the next one in
Glasgow."

"Why?" demanded Joe painfully.

"Hundreds o' miles away," said Mr. Wire. He spoke to the
driver. "Harry, drive them to Winchester, They can get some tea
there and pick up a train to London."

"Why all this?" demanded Mr. Trumper. "If Westhampton's
afraid of a little dust-up------"

Mr. Wire cocked an eye. "Did it look like that?" he said, "It's
not that. There's been an accident to the Mayor's head. Them that
aren't here when he starts not liking it will be the best off. Good bye.
Right, Harry."

The car started off, and Mr. Wire gave it a vigorous though
somewhat unnecessary push. As the Leader and his two lieutenants
drove up the main street towards Winchester, they met a strong
body of police marching along.

"I wonder," said John, "where they're going?"

"I wonder," said Mr. Trumper, pulling out his pipe. "He's a good
man, that Wire. We must keep him in mind."

CHAPTER FIVE

THE Lady Esther Procreme was interested not in causes, but in
people. At her flat in London or her house near Hersham, you
met a crowd as mixed and fantastic spiritually as the inmates of the
Zoo are physically. She talked to people as others read books and
for the same reasons, so that you might find that the terribly
interesting chap who-last week was painting the door was this week
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